The Play of 

What world is this? 

i.<3 tnt. Isnotthisftrange? t/Sftft. Moft race. 

Cm. Hufo (my gentle neighbours) lend me your hands. 
To the next Chamber beare her : gctlinncn: 

Now this matter muft be lookt to for her relapfe 
Is mortali : come, come \ and S/celapms guide vs. 

T bty carry her aveay. Sxmnt tmnet . 

Enter Pericles, j4tbar{us. with C Icon and Dsonifd. 

Per. Moft honor’d Cleon, T muft needs be gone,my twelue 
months are expirkhandTy***! ftandes in alitigious peace: 
You and your Lady take from my heart all thankfulnefle. 
The Gods make vp the reft vpon you. 

Cte. Your fliakes offoitune, though they hantyoumor- 
Yetglau nee full wondringly on vs. (tally 

r Dt.O your fweet Queenc / that the ftri cl fates had plcafd, 
you had brought her hither to haue bleftmine cies with her„__ 
‘Per. We cannot butobey the powers aboue vsj 
Could I rage and rore as doth the fea foe lies in, 

Yet the end muft be as tis : my gentle babe Marina, 

Whom, for foe was borne at fea,I haue named fo. 

Here I charge your charitie withallj leauing her 
The infant of your carc.befcechingyou to giueher 
Princely training, that foe may be manere’d as foe is borne. 

C/e. Feare not(my Lord)but thinkc your Grace, 
ThatfedmyCountriewith your Corne*, for which, 

The peoplesprayers ftill fall vpon you, muft in your child 
Be though t on, if negledion foould therein make me vile, 
The common body by you relieu’d, 

Would force me to my.duety : but if to that, 

My nature needc a fpurre.the Gods rcuenge it 
V pon me and mine, to the end ofgencration. 

Per. I beleeuevoujvour honour and your goodnes, 

T each me too*t without your vowcs,till fo e be maried, 
Madame by bright D tana, whom we honour, 

All vnfifterd foall this hevre ofmincremayne, 

Though I focw will in’t; fo I take my leauc : - 
Good Madame, make me blefled in your care 
In bringing vp my Child. fler. I 


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Dien. I haue one my fclfe,who fliall not be more decre 
to my refpecl then yours, my Lord, 

Peri. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cler. Wecl bring your Grace cne to the edge ath Ihore, 
then giue you vp to the mask’d Neptune, and the gentleft 
winds ofheauen. 

Peri. I will imbrace your offer, come deereft Madame, 
O noteares Licberidi,no tcares,Iooke to your 1 itle Miftris, 
on whole grace you may depend hereafter : come my 
Lord. 

Enter Cerir»oH,and Tharfa. 

Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fomecertamelewcls. 

Lay with you in your Coffer, which arc at your command t 
Know you the Charedter? 

Thar. It is my Lords, that I was Ihiptat foal well remem- 
ber, cuen on my learning time, but whether there dcliue- 
red,by theholic gods I cannot rightly lay: but finccKing 
Pericles my wedded Lord, I nerc lhall fee againe,a vaftall 
liuerie will I take me to,and neuer more haue ioy. 

Cler. Madam, if this you purpole as ye fpeakc, 
DiauaesTcmp>\c is not diftant farre, 

Where you may abide till your date expire, 

Moreouer if you pleafe a Neece of mine, 

Shall there attend you. 

Thin. My recompencc is thanks, thats all, 

Yctmy good will is great, though the gift fraall. Exit. 

Enter Gower. 

Imagine Pericles arriude at Tyre, 

Welcomd andfetlcdto his ownc delife': 

His wofull Queenc we leauc at Epbeftts, 

. Vato Diana ther’s a Votarille, 

JP Now 
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